It was before the time of the great war

Over the White-Horned Bull and the Brown Bull*

She turned away; he turned again to sleep
That no god troubled now, and, wondering
What matters were afoot among the Sidhe,
Maeve walked through that great hall, and with a sig
Lifted the curtain of her sleeping-room,
Remembering that she too had seemed divine
To many thousand eyes, and to her own
One that the generations had long waited
That work too difficult for mortal hands
Might be accomplished. Bunching the curtain up
She saw her husband Aileil sleeping there,
And thought of days when he'd had a straight body,
And of that famous Fergus, Kessa's husband,
Who had been the lover of her middle life.
Suddenly Aiiell spoke out of his sleep,
And not with his own voice or a man's voice,
But with the burning, live, unshaken voice
Of those that, it may be, can never age.
He said, *Hi^h Queen of Cruachan and Magh At,
A king of the Great Plain would speak with you/
And with glad voice Maeve answered him, 'What king
Of the far-wandering shadows has come to me,
As in the old days when they would come and go
About my threshold to counsel and to help:'
The parted lips replied, *I seek your help,
For I am Aengus, and I am crossed in love/
'How may a mortal whose life gutters out
Help them that wander with hand clasping hand,
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